TheT ragedj of Hamlet 

Thou can ft not then be falfe to any one, 

Farewel, my blcfling with thee. 

Lear. I humbly take ray lcaue, farewell Ofelia, 

And remember weli what 1 hauc laid to you. exit. 

Ofel. It is already lock’t within my hart. 

And you your felfe fhall kecpc the key ofit. 

Cor , W hat i’ft Ofelia he hath faide to you? 

Of el. Somthing touching the prince Hamlet. 

Cor. Mary wel thought on, t’is giuen me to vnderftand, 
That you hauc bin too prodigall of your maiden prefence 
V nto Prince Hamlet, if it be fo, 

As fo tis giuen to mcc, and that in waie of caution 
I mud tell you; you do not vnderftand your felfe 
So well as befits my honor, and your credite. 

Ofel. My lord, lie hath made many tenders of his loue 
to me. 

Cor. Tenders, I, I, tenders you may call them. 

Ofel. And withall, fuch earneftvowes. 
for. Springes to catch woodcocks, 

What, do not I know when the blood doth bume, 

How prodigall the tongue lends the heart vowes, 

In briefe, be more fcanter of your maiden prefence. 

Or tendring thus you’l tender mee a fooler — 

‘Ofel. I fhall obay my lord in all I may. 

, Cor. Oftlk , rcceiue none of his letters, 

** For Iouers lines are fnarcs to intrap the heart; 

“ Rcriife his tokens, both of them are keyes 
T o vnlocke Chaftitie vnto Defire; 

Come in Ofelia f\ rich men often proue, 

“ Grcat in their wordes,butlittlc in their loue. 

Ofel. I will my lord. exeunt. 

Enter Hamlet, Horatio,<W Marcellus. 

Ham. The ayre bites fhrewd; it is an eager and 
An nipping winde, what home i'ft? 

Her. I think it lacks of twelue, Sound Trumpets. 

Mar. No,t’isftruckc. 
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Trine e of. Denmarke. 

Her. Indeed I heard it not.what doth this mean my lord? 

Ham. O the king doth wake to night, & takes his rovvfc, 
Keepe waftel,and the fwaggering vp-fpring recles, 

■L And as he dreames , his draughts ofremfh downe, 

The kettleT3runuhe, and tru mpet, thus bray ou t, 

The triumphes of his pledge. 

Hor. Isitacuftomehere? 

Ham. I mary i’ft and though I am 
Natiue here, and to the maner borne. 

It is a cuftome, more honourd in the breach, 

Then in the obferuance. 

Enter the Ghojl. 

Hor. Looke my Lord, it comes. 

Ham. Angels and Minifters of grace defend vs. 

Be thou a fpiritc of health, or goblin damn d, 

Bring with thee ayres from heanen, or blafts from hell; 

Be thy intents wicked or charitable. 

Thou commeft in fuch queftionable fhape. 

That I will fpeake to thee, 

He call thee Hamlet , King, Father, Royall Dane, 

O anfwere mee, let mee not burft in ignorance. 

But fay why thy canonizd bones hearfed in death 
Haue burft their cerem onies:why thy Sepulcher, 

In which wee fawTheeqmetly interr’d. 

Hath burft his ponderous and marble lawes. 

To caft theevp againe: what may this meane. 

That thou, dead corfe, againe in compleate fteelc, 

ReuilTets thus the glimfes of the Moone, 

Making night hideous, and we fooles of nature, 

Sohorridely to fhake our difpofition, 

With thoughts beyond the reaches of our foules? 

Say, fpeake, wherefore, what may this meane? 

Hor. It beckons you, as though it had fomething 
To impart to you alone. 

c Mar. Looke with what courteous a£Uon 
Itwaucs you to a more remoued ground. 
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